ADVENTURES OF A MILKMAID
It was what he did this evening, continuing
meditation on the young girl's manner that he had
begun upon the road, and still, as then, finding no clue
to the change.
While thus engaged he observed a man coming up
the ravine to the kiln. Business messages were almost
invariably left at the house below, and Jim watched the
man with the interest excited by a belief that he had
come on a personal matter. On nearer approach Jim
recognized him as the gardener at Mount Lodge some
miles away. If this meant business, the Baron (of
whose arrival Jim had vaguely heard) was a new and
unexpected customer.
It meant nothing else, apparently. The man's"
errand was simply to inform Jim that the Baron re-
quired a load of lime for the garden.
' You might have saved yourself trouble by leaving
word at Mr. Vine's/ said Jim.
* I was to see you personally/ said the gardener,
4 and to say that the Baron would like to inquire of you
about the different qualities of lime proper for such
purposes.'
' Couldn't you tell him yourself?' said Jim.
' He said I was to tell you that/ replied the gardener ;
'and it wasn't for me to interfere.'
No motive other than the ostensible one could
possibly be conjectured by Jim Hayward at this time ;
and the next morning he started with great pleasure, in
his best business suit of clothes. By eleven o'clock he
and his horse and cart had arrived on the Baron's
premises, and the lime was deposited where directed;
an exceptional spot, just within view of the windows of
the south front.
Baron von Xanten, pale and melancholy, was
sauntering in the sun on the slope between the house
and the all-the-year-round. He looked across touwhere
Jim and the gardener were standing, and the identity of
Hayward being established by what he brought, the
Baron came down, and the gardener withdrew,
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